SAFE CUSTODY
I found her kneeling beside me and asking me ho\v
I did.
. Before I could answer, a figure was by my side—
a dreadful, unearthly figure, that I should like to
forget.
It was, of course, Father Herman.
His cassock was smeared and stained, and his
hands were foul, and over his head he was wearing
a loose black hood, such as Inquisitors wore when
doing their sinister work. Though there were slits
for his eyes, these could not be seen, and I know when
I turned and saw him I felt the hair rise upon my
head. No doubt he had put on the hood to protect
him against the slime, but the effect was shocking,
for, for one thing, it was unnatural, and, for another,
it argued the Holy Office and all the abominations of
secret torture and death.
In a low sibilant tone he began to speak, addressing
himself to Olivia, and arching his back and stooping
to bring his head level with hers. Since he spoke
in German, I could not understand what he said,
but she never answered a word, but gazed on the floor
beyond him as though he did not exist.
" Oh, shut up," said I, abruptly, and Olivia looked
round and laughed.
This most unpleasant attention was displaced by
another as bad, for here Bunch came to gag us with
pieces of one of our sheets.
Again I could not but admire the precision he showed.
Six rolls he had, and six strips. Before I knew where
I was, a roll was in my mouth, like a bit: then a
strip was drawn tight on my face and knotted behind
my head. Except that he gagged her, the rogue
did Olivia no wrong: but to sit by and see her so
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